12               SALT-WATER BALLADS

For its bloody soul's afraid o' the dark 'n' sticks
within the throat.

' 'N' all the night till the grey o' the dawn the dead

}un has to swim
With a blue 'n' beastly Will o' the Wisp a-btirnin5

over him,
With a herring, maybe, a-scoffin' a toe or a shark

a-chewin' a limb.

' 'N' all the night the shiverin' corp it has to swim

the sea,
With its shudderin' soul inside the throat (where a

soul's no right to be),
Till the sky 's grey 'n' the dawn 's clear, 'n' then

the sperrit 's free.

t Now Joe was a man was right as rain.   I'm sort

of sore for Joe,
'N' if we bury him durin1 the day, his soul can take

'n'go;
So we'll dump his corp when the bell strikes V \ve

can get below.